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His eyes grew red and he became quite serious
and said, "Who can make the silent one speak
again." I was almost afraid to say a word further.

We started, he came along to leave me, Narayan
Swami whom he asked to accompany us, and another
friend, a long way down the hill. He came as he
was, with no cover on but a small loin cloth just as
he had come out of the stream. It began drizzling.
I was full with tears. And when I bowed to him
to take a farewell, he suddenly and speedily ran
back up the hill without casting back even a look,
snapping so to say, with the suddenness all his own,
all personal ties with me.

Narayan Swami tells me that when he came down
from there, after about a month, to Tehri (Garhwal)
and was put up at Simlasu, a sylvan house of the
Raja of Tehri as his guest, he asked him to go and
get a hut made for him on the banks of the Ganges
under his own supervision. And he came to leave
Swami Narayan a long way off from that house,
giving him exactly the same message which he had
given me a month before.

Swami Narayan never saw him again. KTor did
I. Both these farewells were the farewells of hfe
approaching death.

He wus living at Simlasu and writing articles for
the Pihess. The last he wrote was " The stampai
deed 'of the progress (of men and nations)/*
ttte last para h$ wrote was in pencil. It
clay M Dewali, a Hmdu festival. The'.
fiows down below and on its high raised banfafe

